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C 0 M U S: 

A 

M A S 0 U E. 

( Now  adapted  to  the  Stage) 

As  Alter’d  from 

MILTON’s  MASQUE 

A T 

LUDLOW -CASTLE, 


Which  was 

Fir(t  Reprefented  on  Michaelmas-Day,  1634 

Eefore  the  Right  Honourable 

The  Earl  of  BRIDGEWATER. 
Lord  Prefident  of  W A L E S. 

The  principal  Performers  were 

The  Lord  BRACKLT,  ?C  The  Lady  At  ICR 
Mr.  THO.  EGERTONy  \ \ EGERTON. 

The  Mufic  was  compofed  by  Mr.  Hen.  Lav.es, 
Who  alfo  reprefented  the  Attendant  Spirit. 

J " 1 ' 111  r > ' 

L O N D 0 N: 

rrinted  for  A.  Millar,  oppofite  to  Ka iha r i n c-S; ret t , in 

the  Strand.  MDCCLX. 


PROLOGUE. 


^ IJ  R.  fedfafl  bard , to  his  own  genius  true , 

Still  bade  his  mufe , * fit  audience  find,  tho’  few. 

£ corning  the  judgment  of  a trifling  agey 
'lo  Jo  deer  fpirits  he  bequeath'd  his  page. 

He  too  was  fum'd , and  to  Britannia’*  frame , 

She fcarce  for  half  an  Age  knew  Milton’*  name . 

But  now , his  fame  by  ev'ry  trumpet  blowny 
IV e on  his  deathlefs  trophies  raife  our  own . 

JSfor  art  nor  nature  did  his  genius  bounds 
Heavyn , h.lf  earth , chaos  y furvefd  abound. 

All  things  his  eye , thro'  w/P*  bright  empire  thrown 3 
Beheld , tfW  what  it  beheld  his  own . 

tSW;  Milton  wm*  .*  5 77*  own  to  bring  him  forth s 
^5«r*  to  vindicate  neglected  worth. 

Such  he av' n- taught  numbers  Jhould  be  more  than  ready 
More  wide  the  manna  thru  the  nation  fpread. 

Like  fame  b'efs'd  fpirit  he  to-night  defunds , 

Mankind  he  viftSy  and  their  Jleps  befriends ; 

Hr  o'  mazy  error  s dark  perplexing  woody 
Points  out  the  path  of  true  and  real  good ; 

Warns  erring  youth , and  guards  the  fpotlefs  maid 
Fi  om  fpell  of  magic  vice ^ by  reafons  aid. 

* ■ A tend 
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* Purudife  Loft,  Pook  YH.  Vet,  3?* 


PROLOGUE, 


Attend  the  fl rains  ; and  Jlwuld feme  meaner  phrafe 
Jiang  on  the flyle^  and  clog  the  nobler  lays , 

Exeuje  what  we  with  trembling  hand  fupply> 

To  give  his  beauties  to  the  public  eye ; 

His  the  pure  t (fence , ours  the  gr offer  meaxy 
*11. ire  which  his  fpir it  is  in  a ft  ion  / ten . 

Obftrve  the  free,  cbferve  the  flame  divine , 

\ That  glows i breathes , acls^  /»  each  harmonious  line. 
Great  objects  only  flrike  the  gen9 rous  heart ; 

Praifle  the flu  bit  me , o'er  look  the  mortal  part ; 

Be  there  your  judgment^  here  your  candour  Jherwn ; 
Email  is  our  portion, and  we  wijh  ’ twere  none. 


EPILOG  U E, 

I 

To  be  fpoken 

By  Mrs.  Clive,  in  the  Drefs  of  Euphrosvne, 
with  the  Wand  and  Cup. 

( O M E critic  k)  or  lym  deceived , will  a fly 
^ ct  IVhat  means  this  wild , this  a/lgorick  mafque  f 
ct  Beyond  all  bounds  of  truth  this  author  J. hoots  : 

<t  Can  wands  or  cups  transform  men  into  brute s ? 

“ ’ Tis  idle  fluff!” Ad  yet  77/  prove  it  true  % 

Attend ; for  Jure  I mean  it  not  of  you. 

The  mealy  fop , that  tafles  my  cup , may  try , 

Hpw  quick  the  change  from  beau  to  butterfly ; 


But 


E P I L O G U E. 


Eat  o cr  the  Irvfc<5i  Jhouldthe  Brute  prevail. 

He  grim  a monkey  with  a length  of  taiL 
One  fluke  of  this  % as  fur e as  Cupid**  arrow, 
Turns  the  warm  youth  inis  a wanton  fparrow. 

A<7  , the  cold  prude  betimes  a ferae  to  love? 

Feels  a new  vjw  mth , and  coes  a billing  dove* 

The  fly  coquet,  wh.fe  iviful  tears  beguile 
Unwary  hearts  > weeps  a falfle  crocodile* 

Dull  poring  pedants,  Jhcclf  d at  truth's  keep  light. 
Turns  moles,  and  plunge  again  in  friendly  night 
JWifers  grew  vultures  of  rapacious  mind. , 

Or  n.ore  than  vultures,  they  devour  th  ir  kind ; 
Flatfrers  came  Icons,  creeping  on  the  ground. 

With  evry  changing  colour  changing  round* 

The  party  foci,  beneath  his  heavy  load. 

Drudges  a dr  iven  afsthri  dirty  road. 

While  guzzling  fits,  their  fpoufes  fay,  are  hogs  ; 
And  friar  ling  cri  ticks,  authors  jwear,  arc  dogs * 

/ 

But  to  be  grave,  I hope  wive  proved  at  leaf. 
All  vice  is  folly,  and  makes  man  a bead. 

* The  Wand. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfonre. 
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Com  trs, 

The  Lady, 

The  Brothers, 

Firft  Spirit, 

Second  Spirit, 
Euphrosyne, 

Sabrina, 

Attendant  Spirits, 
Bacchanals,  Paftoral 
Chara&ers,  and  other 
vocal  Parts, 


Mr.  Quin. 

Mrs.  Cibber. 
Mr.  Milward* 
Mr.  Cibber. 
Mr.  Mills. 

Mr.  Hill. 

Mrs.  Clive. 
Mrs.  Arne. 


\ Mr.  Beard, 

\ Mrs.  Clive. 

/ Mrs.  Arne,  and  others, 


Dancers, 


SCENE, 


a Wood  near  Ludlow-Caflle . 


( 9 ) 


CO  M U S 


A 


A S o u E. 


A C T I. 

Tfo  firft  Scene  difcovers  a wild  Wood. 

The  firji  attendant  Spirit  enters . 

"PJ  EF ORE  the  Harry  threftiold  of  Jove's  court 
^ f My  manfion  is,  where  thofe  immortal  fhapes 


Of  bright  aerial  fpirits  live  infpher’d 
In  regions  mild  of  calm  and  ferene  air. 

Above  the.  jrnoke  and  ftir  of  this  dim  fpot, 

Which  men  call  earth,  and  with  low-thoughted  can? 
Confin’d  and  pe/ler’d  in  this  pinfold  here, 

Strive  to  keep  up  a frail  and  fev’rilh  being. 

Unmindful  of  the  crown  that  virtue  gives, 

After  this  mortal  change,  to  her  true  fervants 
Among#  the  enthron’d  gods  on  fainted  feats. 

Yet  feme  there  are,  that  by  due  fteps  afpire 
To  lay  their  juft  hands  on  that  golden  key. 

That  one’s  the  palace  of  eternity  ; 

B 1 o 


no 


c o m u s: 

To  fuch  my  errand  is : and  but  for  luch, 

I would  not  foil  thefe  pure  ambrofial  weeds 
With  the  rank  vapours  of  this  fin-worn  mould. 

But  whence  yon  flanting  ftream  of  purer  light. 

Which  ftreaks  the  midnight  gloom,  and  hither  darts 
Its  beamy  point  ? Some  meffeuger  from  y.ovc> 

Commillion’d  to  direct  or  (bare  my  charge ; 

And  if  I ken  him  right,  a fpirit  pure 

As  treads  the  lpangled  pavement  of  the  fky, 

The  gentle  Philadel:  But  fwift  as  thought 
He  comes 

The  ficond  attendant  Spirit  dtfcends. 

Declare,  on  whatftrange  errand  bent. 

Thou  vifiteft  this  clime,  tome  aflign’d. 

So  far  remote  from  thy  appointed  fphere  ? 

Second  SpirTT. 

On  no  appointed  talk  thou  feed:  me  now  : 

But  as  returning  from  Elyfian  bow’rs 
(Whither  from  mortal  coil  a foul  I wafted) 

Along  this  boundlefs  fea  of  waving  air 
I fleer’d  my  flight,  betwixt  the  gloomy  lhade 
Of  thefe  thick  boughs  thy  radiant  form  I fpy’d 
Gliding,  as  ftreams  the  moon  thro’  dufky  clouds  ; 

Inftant  I Hoop’d  my  wing,  and  downward  fped 
To  learn  thy  errand,  and  with  thine  to  join 
My  kindred  aid,  from  mortals  ne’er  with-held. 

When  virtue  on  the  brink  of  peril  Hands. 

Firji  Spirit. 

Then  mark  th’ occafion  that  demands  it  here. 

Neptune , I need  not  tell,  befides  the  fway 
Ofev’ry  fait  flood  and  each  ebbing  ftream. 

Took  in  by  lot  ’twixt  high  and  nether  Jove 
Imperial  rule  of  all  the  fea-girt  ifles, 

That,  like  to  rich  and  various  gems,  inlay 
< The 


XI 


C 0 M U S. 

The  unadorned  bofom  of  the  deep, 

Which  he,  to  grace  his  tributary  gods, 

By  courfe  commits  to  feveral  government, 

And  gives  them  leave  to  wear  their  faphire  crowns, 
And  wield  their  little  tridents  : but  this  ifle. 

The  greateft  and  the  beft  of  all  the  main. 

He  quartets  to  his  b'ue-hair’d  deities  , 

And  all  this  tradt  that  fronts  the  falling  fun 
A noble  peer  of  mickle  truft  and  power 
Has  in  his  charge,  with  temper’d  awe  to  guide 
An  old  and  haughty  nation,  proud  in  arms. 

i Second  Spirit. 

Does  any  danger  threat  his  legal  fway. 

From  bold  fedition,  or  clofe-ambufh’d  treafon  ? 

Firjl  Spirit. 

"No  danger  thence.  But  to  his  lofty  feat. 

Which  borders  on  the  verge  of  this  wild  vale, 

H is  blooming  offspring,  nurs’d  in  princely  lore, 

Are  coming  to  attend  their  father’s  ifate. 

And  new  entrufled  fceptre,  and  their  way 
Lies  through  the  perplex’d  paths  of  this  drear  wood, 
The  nodding  horror  of  whofe  fhady  brows 
Threats  the  forlorn  and  wand’ring  pafienger; 

And  here  their  tender  age  might  fuffer  peril, 

But  that  by  quick  command  from  fovereign  Jove 
I was  difpatch’d  for  their  defence  and  guard. 

Second  Spirit, 

What  peril  can  their  innocence  affail 
Within  thefe  lonely  and  unpeopled  {hades  ? 

Firji  Spirit. 

Attend  my  words.  No  place  but  harbours  danger: 
In  ev’ry  region  virtue  finds  a foe. 

Bacchus , that  firft  from  out  the  purple  grape 

Crufti’d  the  fweet  poifon  of  mifufed  wine, 

B 2 


« 


I 


After 


After  the  Tufean  mariners  transform’d, 

Coafling  the  Tyrhenne  fhore,  as  the  winds  lifted* 

On  Circe  s iflancj  fell  : (Who  knows  not  Circe  ^ 

The  daughter  of  the  fun,  whofe  charmed  cup 
Whoever  tailed,  left  his  upright  fhape, 

And  downward  fell  into  a grov’ling  fwine  r) 

This  nymph,  that  gaz’d  upon  his  cluft’ring  locks, 

W ith  ivy-berries  wreath’d , and  his  blithe  youth. 

Had  by  him,  ere  he  parted  thence,  a fen 
M ch  like  his  father,  but  his  mother  more. 

Whom  therefore  file  brought  up,  and  Camus  nam’d, 

Second  Spirit. 

Ill-omenhl  birth  to  virtue  and  her  Tons  ! 

Firjl  Spirit, 

He  ripe  and  frolick  of  his  full-grown  age. 

Roving  life  Celtic  and  Iberian  fields. 

At  laft  betakes  him  to  this  ominous  wood. 

And  in  thick  flicker  of  black  ftiades  imbower’d 
Kxcclis  his  mother  at  her  mighty  art, 

Ofth  ing  to  ev’ry  wear y traveller 
H is  orient  liquor  in  a chryftal  glafs, 

To  quench  the  drought  of  Pba-dus,  which  as  they  tafte 
(For  moft  do  tafte  through  fond  intemperate  thirft) 
Scon  as  the  potion  works,  their  human  countenance, 
Th’  express  relen  blancc  of  the  Gods*  is  chang’d 
Into  fomc  brutifli  form  of  wolf  or  bear. 

Or  ounce,  cr  tiger,  hog,  or  bearded  goat. 

Ail  other  parts  remaining  as  they  were. 

Ter,  v hen  he  walks  his  tempting  rounds,  the  forceref 
Bv  magic  pow'r  their  human  face  reftores, 

And  out  ward  beauty  to  delude  t.hc  fight. 

Second  Spirit. 

Lofe  they  the  mem’ry  of  their  former  ftate? 


C O M U S. 

Flrjl  Spirit. 

t ^ 

No,  they  (fo  perfect;  is  their  mifery) 

* 

Not  once, perceive  their  foul  disfigurement, 

But  boaft  themfelvcs  more  comely  than  before. 

And  all  their  friends  and  native  home  forget,  , 

To  roll  with  pleafure  in  a fenfual  fly. 

Second  Spirit. 

Degrading  fall ! from  fcch  a dire  d i ft  re  is 

What  pain  too  great  our  mortal  charge  to  fave? 

Firji  Spirit. 

For  this,  when  any  favour’d  of  high  'Jove 
Chances  to  pafs  through  this  advent Yous  glade, 
’Swift  as  the  fparkle  of  a glancing  Far 
I {hoot  from  heaven,  to  give  him  fafe  convoy. 

As  now  I do  : and  opportune  thou  corn’ll 
To  {hare  an  office,  which  thy  nature  loves. 

This  be  our  talk  : but  fir  ft  I mud  put  off 
Thefe  my  fky-robes,  fpun  out  of  Iris’  woof. 

And  take  the  weeds  and  likenefs  of  a Twain 
That  to  the  fervice  of  this  houfe  belongs. 

Who  with  his  foft  pipe  and  fmooth-ditty’d  fong. 
Well  knows  to  Fill  the  wild  winds  when  they  roar. 
And  hath  the  waving  woods;  nor  of  lets  faith. 

And  in  this  office  of  his  mountain  watch 
LikelieF,  and  neareF  to  the  prefer. t aid 
Of  this  occafion.  Veil’d  in  fuchdifguifej 
Be  it  my  care  the  fever’d  youths  to  guide 
To  their  diFrefs’d  and  lonely  fiFer;  thine 
To  chear  her  footFeps  thro’  the  magic  wood. 

Wh  atever  blcffed  fpirit  hovers  near, 

On  errands  bent  to  wrand’ring  mortals  good, 

If  need  require,  him  fummon  to  thy  fide. 

Unfeen  of  mortal  eye,  fuch  thoughts  in fpi re, 

Such  heaven-horn  confidence*  as  need  demands 
In  hour  of  trial. 


*5 
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C O M U S. 

Second  Spirit. 

Swift  as  winged  winds 
To  my  glad  charge  I fly. 

[ M anet  Fi rfl  Spirit.] 

• I’ll  wait  a while 

1 o watch  the  forcerer;  for  I hear  the  tread 
Of  hateful  fteps ; 1 muft  be  viewlefs  now. 


[ Exit* 


Com  us  enters  with  a charming-rod  in  one  hand , his  glafs  in 
the  other , with  him  a rout  of  men  and  women , drejs  d as 
bacchanals  ; they  come  in  making  a riotous  and  unruly 
[ noifcj  with  torches  in  their  hands. 

Com  us  /peaks. 

The  Star,  that  bids  thefhepherd  fold. 

Now  the  top  of  heaven  doth  hold, 

And  the  gilded  car  of  day 
His  glowing  axle  doth  allav 
J.n  the  flep  Atlantick  (bream ; 

And  the  hope  fun  his  upward  beam 
Shoots  againll  the  dufky  pole, 

Pacino;  toward  the  other  goal 
Of  his  chamber  in  the  eaft ; 

Mean  while  welcome  joy  a] id  feafh 

S O N G.  By  a Man , 

i . 

Now  Phoebus  fmketh  in  the  wef , 

IVclcome  Jong , and  welcome  jejl9 
Midnight /out  and  revelry , 
j ripjy  dance  and  jollity  ; 

Braid  your  locks  with  rofy  twine 9 
Dropping  odours , dropping  wine . 

2. 

Rigour  now  is  gone  io  hed9 
And  advice  with  /erupt  lous  heady 
fi drift  age  and  Jour /verity, 

JVith  their  grave  Jaws  in  /lumber  lie , 


Com  us 


f 


C O M U S.  *5 

Comus  /peaks . 

We  that  are  of  purer  fire 
Imitate  the  Harry  choir, 

Who  in  their  nightly  watchful  lpheres 
Lead  in  fwift  ro.;nd  the  months  and  years. 

The  founds  and  Teas,  with  all  their  finny  drove*. 

Now  to  the  moon  in  wav’ring  morrice  move. 

And  on  the  tawny  fands  and  fhelves 
Trip  the  pert  fairies  and  the  dapper  elves. 

SONG.  By  a Woman . 

i. 

By  dimpled  brook , and  fountain  brim , 

The  wood-nymphs deck’d  with  dal/ies  trimr 
Their  merry  wakes  and  pajlimes  keep  : 

What  has  night  to  do  with  fleep  ? 

2. 

Night  has  better  Jweets  to  prove ; 

Venus  now  zvakes , and  wakens  Love: 

Come , let  us  our  rites  begin  ; 

’Tis  only  day-light  that  makes  Jin.- 

Comus  /peaks. 

Hail,  goddefs  of  nocturnal  fport, 

Dark-veil’d  Cocytto > t’  wliom  the  fecrct  flame 
Of  midnight  torches  burns  ; myfterious  dame, 

That  ne'er  art  call’d,  but  when  the  dragon-womb* 

Of  Stygian  darknefs  fpits  herthickeft  gloom, 

And  makes  one  blot  of  all  the  air, 

Stay  thy  cloudy  ebon  chair. 


Wherein 


1 6 CO  M IT  S. 

Wherein  thou  rid’ftwith  H:cat\  and  befriend 
Us  thy  vow’d  priefls,  till  utmoft  end 
Of  all  thy  dues  be  done,  and  none  left  out  j 
Ere  the  blabbing  eaftern  fccut, 

The  nice  morn  on  tli’  Indian  Keep 
From  her  cabin  loop-hole  peep. 

And  to  the  tell-tale  lun  defcry 
Our  conceal’d  folemnity. 

SONG.  By  a Alan  and  a T Vo  man, 

i. 

From  tyrant  laws  and  erf  lams  free , 

We follow fiveet  variety  ; 

By  turns  we  drink , and  dance , and  fin g% 

Love  for  ever  on  the  wing . 

2. 

Why  foo u Id  niggard  rules  controul 
F r a nf ports  of  the  jovial  JguI ? 

No  dull flirting  hour  we  own  : 

Pleafurc  counts  cur  time  alone. 

SONG.  By  a Man , 

i * 

By  the  gayly  circling  glafs 
We  can  fee  how  minutes  pafs ; 

By  the  hollow  cofk  arc  told , 

Flow  the  waining  night  grows  old. 


2. 

Soon,  too  Joon , the  billy  day 
Drives  us  from  our  fport  and  play. 

I IrI: at  have  we  with  day  to  do  ? 

Sous  of  care,  'twits  made  f or  you! 


CoMUS 


COMUS. 


37 


Comus  fpeaks. 

Come,  knit  hands,  and  beat  the  ground 
In  a light  fantaftick  round. 

As  they  are  going  to  form  a dance , Comus  fpeaks . 
Break  off,  break  off,  I feel  the  diff ’rent  pace 
Of  fome  chafte  footing  near  about  this  ground. 

Run  to  your  fhrouds,  within  thefe  brakes  and  trees 
Our  number  may  affright : Some  virgin  fure 
(For  fo  I can  diftinguifh  by  mine  art) 

Benighted  in  thefe  woods.  Now  to  my  charms. 

And  to  my  wily  trains.  I {hall  ere  long 
Be  well  flock’d  with  as  fair  a herd  as  graz’d 
About  my  mother  Circe.  Thus  I hurl 
My  dazling  fpells  into  the  fpungy  air. 

Of  pow’r  to  cheat  the  eye  with  blear  illufion, 

And  give  it  falfe  prefentments,  left  the  place 
And  my  quaint  habits  breed  aftonifhment. 

And  put  the  damfel  to  fufpicious  flight  ; 

Which  muft  not  be,  for  that’s  againft  my  courfe. 

I under  fair  pretence  of  friendly  ends, 

And  well  plac’d  words  of  glozing  courtefy, 

Baited  with  reafons  not  unplaufible. 

Wind  me  into  the  eafy-hearted  man* 

And  hug  him  into  fnares.  When  once  her  eye 
Hath  met  the  virtue  of  this  magick  duft, 

I (hall  appear  fome  harmlefs  villager. 

Whom  thrift  keeps  up  about  his  country  gear. 

But  here  Ihe  comes  ; I fairly  ftep  afide 
And  hearken,  if  I may  her  bufmefs  hear. 

The  Lady  enters. 

Lady. 

This  way  the  noifewas,  if  mine  ear  be  true, 

C 


My 


V.. 


c 


O M U 


My  befi  guide  now  j ine thought  it  was  the  found 
Of  riot  and  ill-manag’d  merriment, 

Such  as  thejocund  flute,  or  gamefome  pipe 
Stirs  up  among  the  loofe  unletter’d  hinds. 

When  for  their  teeming  flocks,  and  granges  full* 
In  wanton  dance  they  praile  the  bounteous  Pcmy 
And  thank,  the  pods  amifs.  I fhould  be  loth 

o 

To  meet  the  rudcnefs,  and  fw fil’d  infolence 
Of  fuch  late  wa nailers  j yet,  O ! where  el fe 
Shall  I inform  my  unacquainted  feet 
In  the  blind  maggs  of  this  tangled  wood  ? 

[Comus  ojidc . J 

I'll  eafe  her  of  that  care,  and  be  her  guide. 

Lady. 

My  brothers,  when  they  faw  me  weary’d  out 
With  this  long  way,  refolving  here  to  lodge 
Under  the  fpreaui-ng  feour  qf  theft  pines, 

Stepp’d,  as  they  faid,  to  the  next  thicket  fide, 

To  bring  me  berries,  or  fuch  Cooling  fruit. 

As  the  kind  hofpitable  woods  provide. 

They  left  me  then,  when  the  gray-hooded  Even* 
Like  a fad  votarifl  in  Palmer’s  weeds, 

Rofe  from  the  hind  mod:  wheels  of  Phoebus'  wain> 
But  where  they  are,  and  why  they  come  not  back,. 
Is  now  the  labour  of  my  thoughts ; ’tis  likeliefl: 
'They  h<kd  engag’d  their  wand’ring  fteps  too  far  : 
This  is  the  place,  as  well  as  I may  guefs, 

Whence  even  now  the  tumult  of  loud  mirth 
Was  rife,  and  perfect' in  my  li  (Piling  ear  ; 

Yet  nought  but  Angle  darknefs  do  I find. 

What  might  this  be?  A thoufand  fantafies 
Begin  to  throng  into  my  memory* 

Of  calling  finapes,  and  beck’ning  fhadows  dire,. 
And  airy  tongues,  that  fyll able  mens  names 
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On  funds,  and  fhores,  and  defert  wildernefles. 

Thcfe  thoughts  may  (turtle  well,  but  not  abound 
The  virtuous  mind,  that  ever  walks  attended 
By  a ftrong-fiding  champion,  confcience. 

0 welcome,  pure-ey’d  faith,  white-handed  hope. 

Thou  hov’ring  angel,  girt  with  golden  wings. 

And  thou  unbiemifli’d  form  of  chaflity, 

1 fee  you  vifibly,  and  now  believe 
That  he,  the  fupreme  good,  (f whom  all  things  ill 
Are  but  as  flavifh  officers  of  vengeance) 

Would  fend  a glift’ring  guardian,  if  need.fi;  were. 

To  keep  my  life  and  honour  unaffaiPd, 

Was  I deceiv’d,  or  did  a fable  cloud 
Turn  forth  her  filver  lining  on  the  night  F 
I did  not  err,  there  does  a fable  clould 
Turn  forth  her  filver  lining  on  the  night. 

And  caffs  a gleam  over  this  tufted  grove. 

I cannot  hollo  v to  my  brothers,  but 
Such  noife  as  I can  make  to  be  heard  farthefl 
Bil  venture  ; for  my  new  enliven’d  fpirits 
Prompt  me  ; and  they  perhaps  are  not  far  off*. 

SONG. 

Sweet  Echo,  fweetrf  nymph , that  livfl  unfeen 
Within  thy  airy  cell. 

By  flow  Mjeander’  mar  gent  green. 

And  in  the  violet- embr  oi  der*  d vale , 

Where  the  love-lorn  nightingale 

Nightly  to  thee  her  fad  fong  mourneth  well, 

Canf  thou  not  tell  me  of  a gentle  pair , 

That  Ukejl  thy  Narcifius  are  ? 

O ! if  thon  have 
Hid  them  in  fome flovjry  cave , 

Tell  me  hut  where , 

Sweet  queen  of  parly , daughter  of  the  fphere  j 
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So  mayjl  thou  he  tranjlated  to  the  files ^ 

And  give  refounding  grace  to  all  heaven  s harmonies , 

[Comus  a fide,  J 

• . 

Can  any  mortal  mixture  of  earth’s  mould 
Breathe  fuch  divine  inchanting  ravifhment  ? 

Sure  fomething  holy  lodges  in  that  breaft. 

And  with  thefe  raptures  moves  the  vocal  air 
To  teftify  his  hidden  refidence  : 

How  fweetly  did  they  float  upon  the  wings 
Of  filence,  thro’  the  empty-vaulted  night. 

At  ev’ry  fall  fmoothing  the  raven-down 
Cf  darkntfs,  till  it  fmil’d  ! I have  oft  heard 
My  mother  Circe , with  the  Sirens  three, 

Amidft  the  flow’ry-k'rtled  Naiades , 

Culling  their  potent  herbs  and  baleful  drugs. 

Who,  as  they  fung,  would  take  the  prifon’d  foul. 

And  lap  it  in  Elyfium : Scylla  wept, 

And  chid  her  barking  waves  into  attention. 

And  fell  Charyhdis  murmur'd  fofl  applaufe  : 

Vet  they  in  pleafing  {lumber  lull’d  the  fenfe. 

And  fweet  in  madnefs  robb’d  it  of  itfelf. 

But  fuch  a facred  and  home-felt  delight, 

Such  fober  certainty  of  waking  blits 

I never  heard  till  now I’ll  fpeak  to  her. 

And  fhc  fli all  be  my  queen. Hail,  foreign  wonder. 

Whom  certain  thefe  rough  fhades  did  never  breed, 

Unlcfs  the  goddefs  that  in  rural  fhrine 

Dwell ’ft  here  with  Pan , or  Silvan , by  blcfs’d  fong 

Forbidding  ev’ry  bleak  unkindly  fog 

To  touch  the  profp’rous  growth  of  this  tall  wood. 

Lady. 

Nay,  gentle  fhepherd,  ill  is  loft  that  ptaife, 

That  is  addrefs’d  to  unattending  ears : 
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Not  any  boaft  of  (kill,  but  extreme  Ihift 
How  to  regain  my  fever’d  company, 

Compell’d  me  to  awake  the  courteous  Echo , 

To  give  me  anfwer  from  her  molly  couch. 

Comus. 

What  chance,  good  lady,  hath  bereft  you  thus  ? 

Lady. 

Dim  darknefs,  and  this  leafy  labyrinth. 

Comus. 

Could  that  divide  you  from  near-ulh’ring  guides  ? 

Lady. 

They  left  me  weary  on  a graffy  turf. 

Comus. 

By  falfehood,  or  difcourtefy,  or  why  ? 

Lady. 

To  feck  i’th  Valley  fome  cool  friendly  lpring. 

Comus. 

And  left  your  fair  fide  all  unguarded,  lady  ? 

Lady. 

They  were  but  twain,  and  purpos’d  quick  return. 

Comus. 

Perhaps  foreftalling  night  prevented  them  ? 

Lady. 

How  eafy  my  misfortune  is  to  hit ! 

Comus. 

Imports  their  lofs,  befide  the  prefent  need  ? 

Lady. 

No  lefs  than  if  I fhould  my  brothers  lofe. 

Comus. 

Were  they  of  manly  prime,  or  youthful  bloom  ? 

Lady. 

As  fmooth  as  Hebe  s their  unrazor’d  lips. 

Comus. 

Two  fuch  I faw,  what  time  the  labour’d  ox 
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In  his  loofe  traces  from  the  furrow  came. 

And  the  fwink’t  hedger  at  his  fupper  fat ; 

I faw  them  under  a green  mantling  vine, 

That  crawls  along  the  fide  of  yon  fmall  hill. 

Plucking  ripe  clutters  from  the  tender  fhoots  ; 

Their  port  was  more  than  human  ; as  they  ttood, 

I took  it  for  a fairy  vifion 

Of  fome  gay  creatures  of  the  element. 

That  in  the  colours  of  the  rainbow  live, 

And  play  i’ih’plaited  clouds.  I was  awe  ttrook. 

And  as  I pafs’d,  I worfhip’d  ; if  thofe  you  fee k, 

It  were  a journey  like  the  path  to  heav’n, 

To  help  you  find  them. 

Lady, 

Gentle  villager, 

What  re  ad  i eft  way  would  bring  me  to  that  place  ? 

CoMUS. 

Due  weft  it  rifes  from  this  fhrubby  point. 

Lady, 

To  find  out  that,  good  fhepherd,  I fuppofe. 

In  fuch  a fcant  allowance  of  ftar-lipht. 

Would  over-talk  the  beft  land-pilot’s  art, 

"Without  the  lure  guefs  of  well-pra&iVd  feet, 

Comus. 

I know  each  lane,  and  ev'ry  alley  green, 

Dingle,  or  bulky  dell  of  this  wild  wood. 

And  ev’ry  bofky  bourn  from  fide  to  fide. 

My  daily  walks  and  ancient  neighbourhood  j 
And  if  your  ftray  attendance  be  vet  lodg’d. 

Or  ftiroud  within  thefe  limits,  I fhall  know 
Ere  morrow  wake,  or  the  low-roofted  lark 
F.om  her  thatch’d  pallat  rowfe  : if  otherwife, 

] can  conduct  you,  lady,  to  a low 

But 
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But  loyal  cottage,  where  you  may  be  fafe 
Till  farther  queft. 

Lady. 

Shepherd,  I take  thy  word. 

And  trufl  thy  honeft  offer’d  courtefy. 

Which  oft  is  fooner  found  in  lowly  fheds 
With  fmoaky  rafters,  than  in  tap’ftry  halls 
And  courts  of  princes,  where  it  firft  was  nam’d. 

And  yet  is  moft  pretended.  In  a place. 

Lefs  warranted  than  this,  or  lefs  l'ecure, 

I cannot  be,  that  I fhould  fear  to  change  it. 

Eye  me,  blefs’d  providence,  and  fquare  my  trial 

To  my  proportion’d  ftrength Shepherd,  lead  on. 

Exeunt „ 

Enter  Comus’j  crew  from  behind  the  trees. 
SONG.  By  a Man . 

I. 

Ely  fwiftly  ye  minute s,  till  Comus  receive 
The  namelefs  foft  tranfports  that  beauty  can  give  • 

The  bowl's  frolick  joys  let  him  teach  her  to  prove , 

And Jhe  in  return yeild  the  raptures  of  love . 

2. 

Without  love  and  wine , wit  and  beauty  are  vain. 

All  grandeur  infipid , and  riches  a pain , 

The  ?noft  fplendid  palace  grows  dark  as  the  gr  avs : 

Love  and  wine  give , ye  gods  ! or  take  back  what  you  gave. 

Chorus. 

Away , envay,  away, 

Ho  Comus’  court  repair ; 

There  night  out-Jhines  the  day , 

There  yields  the  melting  fair. 

End  of  the  First  Act. 
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-£W*r  the  two  Brothers. 

Eldeji  Brother. 

UNmuffle,  ye  faint  ftars  ; and  thou  fair  tnoCft 
That  wont’ll  to  love  the  traveller’s  benizon, 

Stoop  thy  pale  vifage  through  an  amber  cloud. 

And  difinherit  Chaos , that  reigns  here 
In  double  night  of  darknefs  and  of  Shades : 

Or  if  your  influence  be  quite  damm’d  up 
With  black  ufurping  mills,  fome  gentle  taper, 

Tho’  a rulh.  candle,  from  the  wicker  hole 

Of  fome  clay  habitation,  vifit  us 

With  thy  long  IevelPd  rule  of  llreaming  light ; 

And  thou  fhalt  be  our  ftar  of  Arcady , 

Or  Tyrian  cynofure. 

Toungcjl  Brother. 

Or  if  our  eyes 

Be  barr’d  that  happinefs,  might  we  but  hear 
The  folded  flocks  penn’d  in  their  wattled  cot. 

Or  found  of  pall’ral  reed  with  oaten  flops  ; 

Or  whiffle  from  the  lodge,  or  village-cock 
Count  the  night-watches  to  his  feathery  dames, 

’Twoiild  be  fome  folace  yet;  fome  little  cheating 
In  this clofe  dungeon  of  innum’rous  boughs. 

But  oh  ! that  haplefi*  virgin,  our  loft  filter  ! 

Where  mav  lhe  wander  now,  whither,  betake  her 
From  the  chill  dew,  amongft  rude  burs  and  thiftle?  ? 
Perhaps  fome  cold  bank  is  her  bolder  now, 

Or  Vainft  the  rugged  bark  of  fome  broad  elm 
Leans  her  unpillcw’d  head,  fraught  with  fad  fears. 

What 
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What  if  in  wild  amazement  and  affright, 

Or,  while  we  fpeak  ivithin  the  direful  grafp 
Of  favage  hunger,  or  of  favage  heat  ? 

Eldejl  Brother. 

Peace,  brother  ; be  not  over  exquifitc 
To  call:  the  fafhion  of  uncertain  evils ; 

For  grant  they  be  fo,  while  they  reft  unknown, 
What  need  a man  foreftall  his  date  of  grief. 

And  run  to  meet  w7hat  he  would  moft  avoid  ? 

Or  if  they  be  but  falfe  alarms  of  fear, 

How  bitter  is  fuch  felf-delufion  ! 

I do  not  think  my  Sifter  fo  to  feek. 

Or  fo  unprincipled  in  virtue’s  book. 

And  the  fweet  peace  that  goodnefs  bofoms  ever. 

As  that  the  fino-le  want  of  1 i o;h t and  noife 
(Not  being  in  danger,  as  I truft  (he  is  not) 

Could  ftir  the  conftant  mood  of  her  calm  thoughts. 
And  put  them  into  mifbecoming  plight. 

Virtue  could  fee  to  do  what  virtue  would 
By  her  own  radiant  light,  though  fun  and  moon 
Were  in  the  flat  fea  funk  : and  wifdom’s  felf 
Oft  feeks  to  fweet  retired  folitude  ; 

Where,  with  her  beft  nurfe,  contemplation, 

She  plumes  her  feathers,  and  lets  grow  her  wings,, 

That  in  the  various  buftle  of  refort 

Were  all  too  ruffled,  and  fometimes  impair’d. 

He  that  has  light  within  his  own  clear  bread. 

May  fit  i’  th’  center,  and  enjoy  bright  day  : 

But  he  that  hides  a dark  foul,  and  foul  thoughts. 
Benighted  walks  under  the  mid  day  fun  \ 

Himfelf  is  his  own  dungeon. 

Youngsji  Brother. 

*Tis  moft  true. 

That  mufing  meditation  moft  afFedts 
The  penfive  fecrecy  of  defert  cell, 
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Far  from  the  chcarful  haunt  of  men  and  herds. 

And  fits  as  fafe  as  in  a fenate-houfe  . 

For  who  would  rob  a hermit  of  hts  weeds, 

His  few  books,  or  his  beads,  or  maple  difh, 

Or  do  his  grey  hairs  any  violence  ? 

But  beauty,  like  the  fair  He  fieri  an  tree 
] aden  with  blooming  gold,  had  need  the  guard 
Of  dragon  watch  with  uninchanted  eye. 

To  fave  her  bloffoms  and  defend  her  fruit 
From  the  rafh  hand  of  bold  incontinence. 

You  may  as  well  fpread  out  the  unfunn’d  heaps 
Of  mifers  treafure  by  an  outlaw's  den. 

And  tell  me  it  is  fafe,  as  bid  me  hope 
Danger  will  wink  on  opportunity, 

And  let  a fingle  helplefs  maiden  pafs 
Uniniur’d  in  this  wild  furrounding  wade. 

Of  night  or  lonelinefs  it  recks  me  not  : 

I fear  the  dread  events  that  dog  them  both, 

Left  feme  ill-greeting  touch  attempt  the  perfon 
Of  our  unowned  fifter. 

Eldeji  Brother. 

1 do  not,  brother, 

Infer,  as  If  I thought  my  fifter’s  date 
Secure  without  all  doubt  or  controverfy  : 

Yet,  where  an  equal  poife  of  hope  and  fear. 

Does  arbitrate  th’  event,  my  nature  is 
That  I incline  to  hope  rather  than  fear 
And  gladly  banifh  fquint  fufpicion. 

My  fifter  is  not  fo  defencelefs  left 

As  you  imagine  ; die  has  a hidden  ftrengtb. 

Which  you  remember  not. 

Ycwigeji  Brother. 

What  hidden  ftrengtb, 

O' 

Unlefs  the  ftrengtb  of  heavY,  if  you  mean  that? 
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ElJeft  Brother. 

I mean  that  too  ; but  yet  a hidden  ftrength, 

Which,  if  heav’n  gave  it,  may  be  term’d  her  own  : 

’ I'is  chaftity,  mv  brother,  chaftity. 

She  that  has  that,  is  clad  in  compleat  fteel, 

And,  like  a quiver’d  nymph  with  arrows  keen. 

May  trace  huge  forefts,  and  unharbour’d  heaths, 
Infamous  hills,  and  fandy  perilous  wilds ; 

Where,  through  the  facred  rays  of  chaftity. 

No  favage  fierce,  bandit,  or  mountaineer 
Will  dare  to  foil  her  virgin  purity  : 

Yea  there,  where  very  delegation  dwells. 

By  grots  and  caverns  fhagg’d  with  horrid  (hades. 

She  may  pals  on  with  unblench’d  majefty, 

Be  it  not  done  in  pride  or  in  prefumption. 

Toungeji  Brother. 

How  gladly  would  I have  my  terrors  hufti’d. 

By  crediting  the  wonders  you  relate  ! 

Eldcjl  Brother. 

Some  fay,  no  evil  thing  that  walks  by  night, 

In  fog,  or  fire,  by  lake,  or  moorifh.  fen. 

Blue  meagre  hag,  or  ftubborn  unlaid  ghoft. 

That  breaks  his  magick  chains  at  curfew  time, 

No  goblin,  or  fwart  fairy  of  the  mine, 

Hath  hurtful  power  o’er  true  virginity, 

Do  ye  believe  me  yet,  or  fhall  I call 
Antiquity  from  the  old  fchools  of  Greece , 

To  teftify  the  arms  of  chaftity  ? 

Hence  had  the  huntrefs  Dian  her  dread  bow, 

Fair  lilver-fhafted  queen,  for  ever  chafte. 

Wherewith  fhe  tam’d  the  brinded  lionels 

And  fpotted  mountain-pard,  but  let  at  nought 

The  friv’lous  bolt  of  Cupid ; gods  and  men 

Fear’d  her  ftern  frown,  and  (lie  was  queen  o’  th’  woods* 

What  was  the  fnaky-headed  Gorgon  fhield, 
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T hat  wife  Minerva  wore,  unconquer’d  virgin, 

Wherewith  Hie  freez’d  her  ioes  to  congeal’d  itone. 

But  rifdd  looks  of  chafle  aufterity, 

O J 

And  noble  crace,  that  dafh’d  brute  violence 
With  fudden  adoration,  and  blank  awe  ? 

Toungejl  Brother. 

But  wha*  are  virtue’s  awful  charms  to  thofe, 

Who  cannot  rev’rence  what  they  never  knew  ? 

Eldejl  Brother. 

So  dear  to  heav’n  is  faintly  chaftity, 

That  when  a foul  is  found  lincerely  fo, 

A thoufand  livery’d  angels  lacquey  her, 

Driving  far  off  each  thing  of  fin  and  guilt. 

And  in  clear  dream  and  folemn  vifion 

Tell  her  of  things,  that  no  grofs  ear  can  hear. 

Till  oft  converfe  with  heav’nly  habitants 
Begin  to  caft  a beam  on  th’  outward  fhape, 

T he  unpolluted  temple  of  the  mind, 

And  turn  it  by  degrees  to  the  foul's  elTence, 

Till  all  be  made  immortal. 

Toungejl  Broth e r . 

Happy  Hate, 

Beyond  belief  of  vice  1 

Eldejl  Brother. 

But  when  vile  luff. 

By  unchaHe  looks,  loofe  gefturee,  and  foul  talk. 

But  moft  by  lewd  and  lavifh  a£t  of  fin, 

Lets  in  defilement  to  the  inward  parts, 

The  foul  grows  clotted  by  contagion, 

Imbodies,  and  imbrutes,  till  {he  quite  lofe 
The  divine  property  of  her  firft  being. 

Such  are  thofe  thick  and  gloomy  fhadows  damp 
Oft  feen  in  charnel-vaults  and  fepulchres, 

Lingring  and  fitting  by  a new  made  grave, 

As  loth  to  leave  the  body  that  it  lov’d, 

And 
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And  link’d  itfelf  in  carnal  fenfuality 
To  a degen’rate  and  degraded  ftate. 

Youngejl  Brother. 

How  charming  is  divine  philofophy  ! 

Not  harfk  and  crabbed,  as  dull  fools  fuppofc, 

But  mufical  as  is  Apollo's  lute, 

And  a perpetual  feaft  of  nedlar’d  fweets. 

Where  no  crude  furfeit  reigns. 

Elclejl  Brother. 

Lift,  lift  ; I hear 

Some  far -oft  hallow  break  the  fileht  air. 

Youngejl  Brother. 

Methought  fo  too  3 what  ftiould  it  be  3 

Eldejl  Brother. 

For  certain 

Either  fome  one  like  us  night- founder’d  here, 

Or  elfe  fome  neighbour  wood-man,  or  at  worft* 

Some  roving  robber  calling  to  his  fellows. 

Youngejl  Brother. 

Heav’n  keep  my  filter.  Again  ! Again  ! and  near  ! 

Beft  draw,  and  ftand  upon  our  guard. 

Eldejl  Brother. 

I’ll  hallow ; 

If  he  be  friendly,  he  comes  well ; if  not. 

Defence  is  a good  caufe,  and  heav’n  be  for  us. 

Enter  the  firjl  attendant  Spirit,  habited  like  a Jhephcrd, 

Youngejl  Brother. 

That  hallow  I ftiould  know What  are  you  ? fpeak, 

Come  not  too  near,  you  fall  on  iron  ftakes  clfe. 

Firjl  Spirit. 

What  voice  is  that  ? My  young  lord  ; Speak  again. 

Youngejl  Brother. 

Q brother,  ?tis  my  father’s  fhepherd  furc, 
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Eldejl  Brother. 

Thyrfis  ? whofe  artful  ftrains  have  oft  delay’d 
The  huddling  brook  to  hear  his  madrigal, 

And  fwceten'd  ev’ry  muft-rofe  of  the  dale  ? 

How  earn’d:  thou  here  good  Twain  ? Has  any  ram 
Slip’n  from  the  fold,  or  young  kid  loft  his  dam> 

Or  draggling  weather  the  pent  flock  forfook  ? 

How  couldft  thou  find  this  dark  fequefter’d  nook  ? 

Firji  Spirit. 

0 my  lov’d  mafter’s  heir,  and  his  next  joy, 

1 came  not  here  on  fuch  a trivial  toy. 

As  a ftray’d  ewe,  or  to  purfue  the  ftealth 
Of  pilFring  wolf  ; not  all  the  fleecy  wealth. 

That  doth  enrich  thefe  downs,  is  worth  a thought 
To  this  my  errand  and  the  care  it  brought. 

But  O my  virgin  lady  ! where  is  fhe  ? 

How  chance  ftie  is  not  in  your  company  ? 

Eldejl  Brother. 

To  tell  thee  fadly,  fhepherd,  without  blame, 

Or  our  neglect,  we  loft  her  as  we  came. 

Firji  Spirit. 

Ah  me  unhappy  [ then  my  fears  are  true. 

Eldejl  Brother. 

What  fears,  good  Thyrfis?  prithee  briefly  fhew 

Firji  Spirit. 

I’ll  tell  ye  ; ’tis  not  in  vain,  nor  fabulous, 

( I ho  fo  efteem’d  by  fhallow  ignorance) 

W hat  the  fage  poets,  taught  by  th’  heav’nly  mufe, 
Story’d  of  old  in  high  immortal  verfe, 

Of  dire  chimeras,  and  inchanted  ifles, 

And  rifted  rocks,  whofe  entrance  leads  to  hell  * 
b or  fuch  there  be  ; but  unbelief  is  blind. 

Eldejl  Brother. 

Proceed,  good  fhepherd  ; I am  all  attention. 
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Fir  ft  Spirit. 

Within  the  navel  ef  this  hideous  wood, 

Immur’d  in  cyprefs  fhades  a forcerer  dwells, 

Of  Bacchus  and  of  Circe  born,  great  Camus > 

Deep  (kill’d  in  all  his  mother’s  witcheries  ; 

And  here  to  ev’ry  thirfty  wanderer 
By  fly  enticements  gives  his  baneful  cup. 

With  many  murmers  mix’d,  whofe  pleafing  poifon 
The  vifage  quite  transforms  of  him  that  drinks, 

And  the  inglorious  likenefs  of  a beaft 
Fixes  inftead,  unmoulding  reafon’s  mintage, 
Character’d  in  the  face.  This  have  I learnt 
Tending  my  flocks  hard  by  i’ th’  hilly  crofts, 

That  brow  this  bottom  glade,  whence  night  by  night 
He  and  his  monftrous  rout  are  heard  to  howl, 

Like  ftabled  wolves,  or  tygers  at  their  prey, 

Doing  abhorred  rites  to  Hecate 

In  their  obfcured  haunts  and  inmoft  bow’rs. 

Yet  have  they  many  baits  and  guileful  fpells. 

And  beauty’s  tempting  femblance  can  put  on 
T’  inveigle  and  invite  th’  unwary  fenfe 
Of  them  that  pafs  unweeting  by  the  way. 

But  hark  ! the  beaten  timbrel’s  jarring  found 
And  wild  tumultuous  mirth  proclaim  their  prefence  : 
Onward  they  move  ; and  fee  ! a blazing  torch 
Gleams  thro’  the  fhade,  and  this  way  guides  their  fteps. 
Let  us  withdraw  a while,  and  watch  their  motions. 

[They  retire . 

Enter  CoMUs’r  crew  revelling,  and  by  turns  car  effing  each 
other , till  they  obferve  the  two  brothers  ; then  the 
elder  brother  advances  and  Jpeaks. 

Eldefi  Brother. 

What  are  you  ? (peak  ! that  thus  in  wanton  riot 
And  midnight  revelry,  like  drunken  Bacchanals , 

Invade  the  filcnce  of  thefe  loiaelv  fhades  ? 

XJ*  J 


Firff 
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Z1 

Firjl  Woman. 

Yc  godlike  youths,  whole  radiant  forms  exce^ 

The  blooming  grace  of  Alena  s winged  foil, 

Blefs  the  propitious  ftar,  that  led  you  to  us  ; 

We  are  the  happieft  of  the  race  of  men. 

Of  freedom,  mirth,  and  joy  the  only  heirs  : 

But  you  (hall  {hare  them  with  us  ; for  this  cup. 

This  neefar’d  cup,  the  fweet  allurance  gives 
Of  prefent,  and  the  pledge  of  future  blifs. 

[She  offers  'em  the  cup , which  they  both  put  by.J 
Eldtji  Brother. 

Forbear,  nor  offer  us  the  poiforfd  fweets, 

That  thus  have  render’d  thee  thy  fex’s  fiiame. 

All  fenfe  of  honour  bandh’d  from  thy  breaft. 

SONG. 

i. 

r f 

Fame’x  an  Echo,  prattling  double , 

An  empty , airy,  glitf  ring  bubble  ; 

A breath  can  fwell , a breath  can  fink  it; 
d be  wfe  not  worth  their  keeping  think  it . 

2. 

Why  then , why  fuch  toil  and  pain 
f ameh  uncertain  frniles  to  gain  ? 

Like  her  fifter  Fortune,  blind , 
do  the  bejl  Jbe's  oft  unkind , 

And  the  worft  her  favour  find . 

Eldcf  Brother. 

By  her  own  fentence  virtue  ftands  abfolv\l. 

Nor  afks  an  Echo  from  the  tongues  of  men 
To  teil  what  hourly  to  herfelf  fhe  proves. 

Who  wants  his  own,  no  other  praife  enjoys  ; 

His  ear  receives  it  as  a fulfom  tale, 

To  which  his  heart  in  fecrct  gives  the  lye. 

Nay. 
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Nay,  flander’d  innocence  muft  feel  a peace, 

An  inward  peace,  which  flatter’d  guilt  ne’er  knew. 

Yowgejl  Brother. 

How  low  finks  beauty,  when  by  vice  debas’d  ! 

How  fair  that  form,  if  virtue  dwelt  within  ! 

But,  from  this  fhamelefs  advocate  of  fhame, 

To  me  the  warbled  fong  harfh  difcord  grates. 

Fir  ft  Woman. 

Oh  ! how  unfeemly  (hews  in  blooming  youth 

Such  grey  feverity  ! But  come  with  us, 

We  to  the  bow’r  of  blifs  will  guide  your  ffeps; 
There  you  fhall  tafte  the  joys  that  nature  flieds 
On  the  gay  fpringof  life,  youth’s  flow’ry  prime, 
From  morn  to  noon,  from  noon  to  dewy  eve. 

Each  rifing  hour  by  rifing  pleafures  mark’d. 

SONG.  By  a Woman  in  a paji oral  Habit , 


1. 

Would  you  tafte  the  noon-tide  air  P 
To  yon  fragrant  bower  repair , 

Where  W'Ven  v/itb  the  poplar  bough, 
The  mantling  vine  will  jbeiter you* 

2. 

Down  each  fide  a fountain  fows, 
"Tinkling,  murmuring , as  it  goes 
Lightly  o'er  the  moffy  ground. 

Sultry  Phoebus  fcorching  round . 

3* 

Bound , the  languid  herds  and  Jheep , 
Stretch'd  o'er  funny  hillocks  feep , 
While  on  the  hyacinth  and  rofe 
The  fair  does  all  alone  repofe. 

E 


t 


4*  dill 


% 


34 


C O M U S. 


4* 

All  alone ■ z»  ar?ns 

Your  breajl  may  beat  to  Love ’s  alarms. 

Till  blfs'd,  and  blej/ng , you  ft. all  ovjn 
The  joys  of  Love  are  joys  alone . 

Yotmgcft  Br other. 

Short  is  the  courfe  of  ev’ry  lawlefs  pleafure; 
Grief,  like  a (hade,  on  all  its  footrteps  waits. 
Scarce  vifible  in  joy’s  meridian  height; 

But  downward  as  its  blaze  declining  fpeeds, 

The  dwarnfli  (hadow  to  a giant  fpreads. 

Fir  ft  Woman. 

No  more,  thefe  formal  maxims  misbecome  you. 
They  only  fuit  fufpicicus  fhrivelTd  age. 

* * - * * 

SONG.  By  a Alan  and  two  Women . 

Live,  and  love , enjoy  the  fair , 

Banifh  fern  zv,  ban  fa  care  ; 

Mind  not  what  old  dotards  fay , 

Age  has  had  his  fhare  of  play , 

Bui  youth's  /port  begins  to  day . 

From  the  fruits  of  fzveet  Delight 
Let  not  fcare-crow  Virtue  fright. 

Here  in  Plea fare's  vim  yard  we 
Rove,  like  birds , from  tree  to  tree > 

Carelcf , airy , gay  and  free, 

Eldeft  Brother. 

How  can  your  impious  tongues  profane  the  name 
Of  facred  Virtue,  and  yet  promife  pleafure 
In  lying  fongs  of  vanity  and  vice  ? > 

From  virtue  fever’d,  pleafure  phrenzy  grows, 

The  gay  delirium  of  the  fev’rifh  mind, 

And  always  flies  at  reafon’s  cool  return. 
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Firji  Woman. 

Perhaps  it  may  ; perhaps  the  fweeteft  joys 
Of  love  itfelf  from  paflion’s  folly  fpring  ; 

Put  fay,  does  wifdom  greater  blifs  bedow  ? 

Eldeji  Brother. 

Alike  from  love’s  and  pleafure’s  path  you  dray, 

In  fenfual  folly  blindly  feeking  both, 

Your  pleafure  riot,  lull  your  boaded  love  ; 

Capricious,  wanton,  bold,  and  brutal  luft 
Is  meanly  felfifh,  when  refilled,  cruel. 

And,  like  the  blad  of  pedilential  winds. 

Taints  the  fweet  bloom  of  nature’s  faired  forms. 

But  love,  like  od’rous  Zephyr's  grateful  breath, 

Repays  the  flow’r  that  fweetnels  which  it  borrows  j 
Uninjuring,  uninjur’d,  lovers  move 
Jn  their  own  fphere  of  happinefs  content, 

By  mutual  truth  avoiding  mutual  blame. 

But  we  forget : who  hears  the  voice  of  truth. 

In  noily  riot  and  intemp’rance  drown’d  ? 

Firji  Woman. 

Come,  come,  my  friends,  and  partners  of  my  joys, 
Leave  to  thefe  pedant  youth  their  bookifh  dreams  > 

Poor  blinded  boys,  by  their  blind  guides  milled  ! 

A beardlefs  Cynic  is  the  (hame  of  nature. 

Beyond  the  cure  of  this  infpiring  cup  ; 

And  my  contempt,  at  bed,  my  pity  moves. 

Away,  nor  wade  a moment  more  about  ’em. 

Chorus. 

Away,  away,  aivay , 

To  Co  mu  s’  court  repair  ; 

There  night  out-jhines  the  dav. 

There  yields  the  melting  fair. 

[. Exeunt  fnging. 
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Eld  eft  Brother. 

She’s  gone  ! may  fcorn  purfue  her  wanton  arts, 

And  all  the  painted  charms  that  vice  can  wear. 

Yet  oft  o’er  credulous  youth  fuch  Syrens  triumph. 

And  lead  their  captive  fenfe  in  chains  as  flrong 
As  links  of  adamant.  Let  us  be  free, 

And,  to  fecure  our  freedom,  virtuous. 

Young  eft  Brother. 

But  fiiould  our  helplefs  fifler  meet  the  rage 
Of  this  infulting  troop,  what  could  (he  do  ? 

What  hope,  what  comfort,  what  fupport  were  left  r 

Spirit. 

She  meets  not  them : but  yet,  if  right  I guefs, 

A harder  trial  on  her  virtue  waits. 

Eldejl  Brother. 

Protect  her,  heav’n  ! But  whence  this  fad  conjedlure  ? 

Spirit. 

This  evening  late,  by  then  the  chewing  flocks 
Had  ta’en  their  fupper  on  the  fav’ry  herb 
Of  knot-grals  cew  befprent,  and  were  in  fold, 

I fat  me  down  to  watch  upon  a bank 
With  ivy  canopy’d,  and  interwove 
With  flaunting  honeyiuckle,  and  began, 

Wrap’d  in  a pleating  fit  of  melancholy, 

To  meditate  my  rural  minflrelfy, 

Till  Lncy  had  her  fill ; but  ere  a clofe, 

The  wonted  roar  was  up  amidfl  the  woods. 

And  till’d  the  air  with  barbarous  diflonance, 

At  which  I ceas’d,  and  liften’d  them  a while. 

Ycungeft  Brother. 

What  follow’d  then?  O!  if  our  helplefs  fifler 

Spirit. 

Streight  an  unufual  flop  of  fu  'den  filence 
Gaverefpite  to  the  drowfy  flighted  fteeds, 

That  draw  the  litter  of  clofe- curtain’d  fleep. 

At 
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At  laft  a foft  and  folemn  breathing  found 
Rofe  like  a fteam  of  rich  diftili’d  perfumes, 

And  flole  upon  the  air,  thatev’n  filence 

Was  took  ere  Hie  was  ’ware,  and  wilh’d  (lie  might 

Deny  her  nature,  and  be  never  more, 

Still  to  be  fo  difplac’d.  I was  all  ear. 

And  took  in  {trains,  that  might  create  a foul 

Under  the  ribs  of  death But  oh  ! ere  long. 

Too  well  I did  perceive  it  was  the  voice 
Or  my  mold  honour'd  lady,  your  dear  lifter. 

Youvgeji  Brother. 

O my  foreboding  heart  ! Too  true  my  fears 

Spirit. 

Amaz’d  I ftood,  harrow’d  with  grief  and  fear; 

And  O ! poor  haplefs  nightingale,  thought  I, 

How  fweet  thou  fing'ft,  how  near  the  deadly  fnare  ? 
Then  down  the  lawns  I ran  with  headftrong  hafte. 
Thro’  paths  and  turnings  often  trod  by  day, 

Till  guided  by  my  ear,  I found  the  place, 

Where  the  damn’d  wifard,  hid  in  fly  difguife 
(For  fo  by  certain  figns  I knew)  had  met 
Already,  ere  my  belt  fpeed  to  prevent, 

The  aidlefs  innocent  lady,  his  wifh’d  prey  ; 

Who  gently  afk’d,  if  he  had  feen  fuch  two, 
Suppofing  him  fome  neighbour  villager. 

Longer  I durft  not  ftay  ; but  foon  I guefs’d 
Ye  were  the  two  (he  meant : with  that  I fprung 
Into  fwift  flight,  till  I had  found  you  here  : 

But  farther  know  I not. 

Youngejl  Brother. 

O night  and  fhades  ! 

How  are  ye  join’d  with  hell  in  triple  knot 
Againft  th’  unarmed  weaknefs  of  one  virgin. 

Alone,  and  helplefs  ! Is  this  the  confidence 
You  gave  me,  brother  ? 
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Eldeji  Brother. 

Yes  ; and  keep  it  ftill. 

Lean  on  it  fafely  ; not  a period 
Shall  be  unfaid  for  me.  Againft  the  threats 
Of  malice,  or  of  forcery,  or  that  pow’r 
Which  erring  men  call  chance,  this  I hold  firm, 

Virtue  may  be  aflail’d,  but  never  hurt, 

Surpriz’d  by  unjuft  force,  but  not  inthrall’d  ; 

Yea,  even  that,  which  mifehief  meant  moft  harm, 

Shall  in  the  happy  trial  prove  moft  glory. 

But  evil  cn  itfelf  fhall  back  recoil, 

And  mix  no  more  with  goodnefs  ; when  at  laft 
Gather’d  like  feum,  and  fettled  to  itfelf. 

It  (hall  be  in  eternal  reftlefs  change 
Self-fed,  and  felf- confum’d.  If  this  fail, 

\ 

The  pillar’d  firmament  is  rottennefs, 

And  earth’s  bafe  built  on  ftubble.  But  come,  let’s  on  ; 
Againft  th’  oppofing  will  and  arm  of  heav’n 
May  never  this  juft  fword  be  lifted  up  \ 

But  for  that  damn’d  magician,  let  him  be  girt 
With  all  the  griefly  legions  that  troop 
Under  the  footy  flag  of  Acheron 
Harpyes  and  Hydras , or  all  the  monflrous  forms 
?Twixt  Africa  and  lnde>  I’ll  find  him  out. 

And  force  him  to  reftore  hispurchafe  back, 

Or  drag  him  by  the  curls  to  a foul  death, 

Curs’d  as  his  life. 

Spirit. 

Alas ! good  vent’rous  youth, 

I love  thy  courage  yet,  and  bold  emprife  ; 

But  here  thy  fword  can  do  thee  little  ftead  : 

Far  other  arms,  and  other  weapons  muft 
Be  thofe,  that  quell  the  might  of  hellifti  charms. 

He  with  his  bare  wand  can  unthread  thy  joints,  # 

And  crumble  all  thy  finews. 

Eldeji 
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Eldejl  Brother. 

Why  prithee,  fhepherd, 

How  durft  thou  then  thyfelf  approach  fo  near, 

As  to  make  this  relation  ? 

Spirit. 

A fhepherd  lad. 

Of  fmall  regard  to  fee  to,  yet  well  fkill’d 
In  every  virtuous  plant  and  healing  herb. 

That  fpreads  her  verdant  leaf  to  the  morning  ray, 
Has  (hewn  me  fimples  of  a thoufand  names. 
Telling  their  flrange  and  vigorous  faculties. 
Amongft  the  red:  a fmall  unfightly  root. 

But  of  divine  effedt,  he  cull’d  me  out  ; 

And  bade  me  keep  it  as  of  fov’reign  ule 
’Gainft  all  enchantment,  mildew,  blaft,  or  damp. 
Or  ghaftly  fury’s  apparition. 

I purs'd  it  up.  If  you  have  this  about  you 
(As  I will  give  you  when  you  go)  you  may 
Boldly  aflault  the  necromancer’s  hall ; 

Where  if  he  be,  with  dauntlefs  hardyhood 
And  brapdifhed  blade  rufhon  him,  break  his  glafs. 
And  fhed  the  lufcious  liquor  on  the  ground  j 
But  feize  his  wand,  tho’  he  and  his  curs’d  crew 
Fierce  fign  of  battle  make,  and  menace  high. 

Or  like  the  Tons  of  Vulcan  vomit  fmoak. 

Yet  will  they  foon  retire,  if  he  but  flirink. 

Eldejl  Brother. 

Tbyrjis , lead  on  apace,  I’ll  follow  thee : 

And  fomegood  angel  bear  a (Field  before  us. 


End  of  the  Second  Act. 
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ACT  III. 

• if 

SCENE  opens , end  difeovers  a magnificent  ball  in  ComusV 
palace , fid  off  with  all  the  gay  decorations  proper  jor  an 
ancient  banquctting-room.  Com  us  and  attendants  Jland 
on  each  fide  of  the  ladyy  who  is  ficated  in  an  inchanted 
chair  ; and  by  her  looks  and  gefiures  expreffes  great  figns  of 
uneafinefs  and  melancholy . 

Comus  J peaks . 

FjrENCE,  loathed  Melancholy, 

Of  Cerberus  and  blacked:  Midnight  born. 

In  Stygian  cave  forlorn. 

’Mongft  horrid  fhapes,  and  fhrieks,  and  fights  unholy. 

Find  out  fome  uncouth  cell. 

Where  brooding  Darknefs  fpreads  his  jealous  wings. 

And  the  night-raven  fings  ; 

There,  under  ebon-fhades,  and  low-brow’d  rocks. 

As  ragged  as  thy  locks, 

In  dark  Cimmerian  defer t ever  dwell. 

But  come,  thou  goddefs  fair  and  free. 

In  heaven  ycleap’d  Euphrofyne , 

And  by  men,  heart- eafing  Mirth ^ 

Whom  lovely  Venus  at  a birth 
With  two  lifter  graces  more. 

To  ivy-crown’d  Bacchus  bore. 

Hade  thee,  nymph,  and  bring  with  thee 
Jeft  and  youthful  Jollity, 

Quips  and  cranks,  and  wanton  wiles, 

Is’cds  and  becks,  and  wreathed  fmilcs. 
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Such  as  hang  on  Hebe’s  cheek, 

And  love  to  live  in  dimple  fleck; 

Sport,  that  wrinkled  Care  derides, 

And  Laughter  holding  both  his  Tides. 
Come,  and  trip  it  as  you  go, 

On  the  light  fantaftic  toe  : 

And  in  thy  right  hand  lead  with  thee 
The  mountain-nymph,  Tweet  Liberty. 


\lVhilfi  thefe  lines  are  repeating , enter  a nymph 
fenting  Euphrosyne,^  Mirth  ; who  advanc 
Lady , and  Jings  the  follovjing  fong . 


SON  G. 


T. 

Come , comcy  bid  adieu  to  fear. 
Love  and  harmony  live  here . 

No  domejlick  jealous  jars , 
Buzzing  f anders , wordy  wars , 
In  my  prefence  will  appear  ; 
Love  and  harmony  reign  here . 


2. 

amorous  fghs  returning , 
Pulfes  beating , bofoms  burning , 
Bofoms  with  warm  wijhes  panting , 
IVords  to  Jpeak  thoje  JViJhes  wanting , 
y/n?  the  only  tumults  here , 

All  the  JVoes  you  need  to  fear  ; 

ZfltY  harmony  reign  here , 


F 
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Lady. 

How  long  muft  I,  by  magick  fetters  chain’d 
To  this  dctefted  feat,  hear  odious  ftrains 
Of  fhamelefs  folly,  which  my  foul  abhors  ? 

CoMUS, 

Ye  fedge  crown’d  Naiades , by  twilight  fecn 
Along  Meander’ s mazy  border  green, 

At  Cornus ’ call  appear  in  all  your  azure  fheen. 

[ He  waves  his  wand,  the  Naiades  enter , and 
range  themfelves  in  order  to  dance . 

Now  foftly  flow  let  Lydian  meafures  move. 

And  breathe  the  pleating  pangs  of  gentle  love. 

In  fwimming  dance  on  air’s  foft  billows  float. 

Soft  fwell  your  bofoms  with  the  fwelling  note  ; 

With  pliant  arm  it*  graceful  motion  vie. 

Now  funk  with  eafe,  with  eafe  now  lifted  high  • 

Till  lively  gefture  each  fond  care  reveal. 

That  mufick  can  exprefs,  or  paflion  feel.' 

[ The  Naiades  dance  a flow  dance  agreeable  to  the 
JubjeSi  of  the  Preceding  lines , and  exp  re  five  of 
the  paffion  of  love. 

[After  this  dance  the  P offor  a l Nymph  advances 
JloWy  with  a melancholy  and  defponding  air  to 
the  fide  of  the  ffage>  and  repeats  by  way  of  fo - 
liloquy  the  frfl  fix  lines  y and  then  fngs  the  bal- 
lad. In  the  meantime  foe  is  obferv'dby  E u PH  RO- 
SY NE,  who  by  her  gc fur  e expreffes  to  the  au- 
dience her  different  fentiments  cf  the  fubjeft  of 
her  complaint , fuitably  to  the  character  of 
their  fevtral  fongs. 
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RECITATIVO. 

Hew  gentle  was  my  Damon’*  air  ! 

Like  Junny  beams  bis  golden  hairy 
His  voice  was  like  the  nightingale’  sy 
More  fweet  his  breath  than  Jlow’ry  vales , 
How  hard  fuch  beauties  to  refign  ! 

And  yet  that  cruel  tafk  is  mine  ! 


A BALLAD. 


i. 

On  every  hilly  in  every  grove y 

Along  the  margin  of  each  freamy 
Dear  confcious  feenes  of  former  lovey 
I mourn , and  Damon  is  my  theme . 

A he  hills , the  groves y the  Jlr  earns  remain. 
But  Damon  there  I feck  in  vain , 


2. 

Now  to  the  mojfy  cave  1 flyy 

Where  to  my  fwain  1 oft  have  fungy 
Well  pleas’d  the  browfing  goats  to  fpy3 
As  o’er  the  airy  Jlecp  they  hungy 
Ahe  mojfy  cavey  the  goats  remain , 

But  Damon  there  I feck  in  vain • 

F 2 


3*  Now 
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3- 

Now  thro ’ the  winding  vale  I pafs. 

And  flgb  to  fee  the  well-known  Jhade ; 

I weep , tfW  /£//}  the  bended  grajs, 

PVhere  Love  and  Damon  fondly  play'd. 
Noe  vale,  the  Jhade , the  grafs  remain , 
But  Damon  1 feek  in  vahi\ 


4< 

From  hill , from  dale , £7706  charm  is  fed , 

Groves , flocks , and  fountains  pleafe  no  more , 
Each  flower  in  pity  droops  its  head , 

Ail  nature  docs  my  lofs  deplore. 

AH,  all  reproach  the  faithlefs  Jwain , 

Yet  Damon  /n7/  1 feek  in  vain. 

R E C I T A T I V O.  By  Euthrosyne.  * 

Love,  the  grcatejl  blifs  below. 

Now  to  tajle  few  women  know  ; 

Enver  fill  the  way  have  hit 
How  a fickle  fwain  to  quit. 

Simple  nymphs,  then  learn  of  me. 

How  to  treat  inconflancy. 

B A L L A D. 

* - • r k * '*  * 

i. 

Fhe  wanton^  god,  that  pierces  Harts, 

Dips  in  gall  his  pointed  darts  ', 

But  the  nymph  difdains  to  pine, 

Tp  ho  bathes  the  wound  ■ with  rofy  wine. 

2.  Far  ewe 
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2. 

Far  ewe  l lovers , when  they  re  cloy d ; 
If  I am  fcorn’d , becaufe  enjoy  cf 
Sure  the  fqueamijh  fops  are  free 
To  rid  me  of  dull  company . 


o* 

They  have  charms , whiljl  mine  can  plea] 
/ them  much ? but  more  my  cafe  ; 
A^r  jealous  fears  my  love  molfl , 

AW  faithlefs  vows  Jhall  break  ?ny  reft . 

4* 

//F7;y  foould  they  e’er  give  me  pain ? 

/T/w  /<?  gz’w  me  joy  dijdain  ? 

All  1 hope  of  mortal  man , 

/r  love  me whiljl  he  can. 

Co;jus  fpeaks. 

Caff  thine  eyes  around,  and  fee, 

IIow  from  every  element 
Nature’s  fvveets  are  cull’d  for  thee. 

And  her  choice#  bleffings  fent. 

Fire,  water,  earth,  and  air  combine 
To  compofe  the  rich  repaft. 

Their  aid  the  diftant  feafons  join, 

To  court  thy  fm ell,  thy  fight,  thy  tafte. 

Hither,  fummer,  autumn,  fpring, 

Hither  all  your  tributes  bring  ; 

All  on  bended  knee  be  feen, 

Paying  homage  to  your  queen. 


[After 
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Jfter  this  they  put  on  their  chaplet  r,  and  prepare  for  the 
feaft  ; while  Comus  is  advancing  with  his  cup , and  one 
of  his  attendants  offers  a chaplet  to  the  Lady  (which  jhe 
throws  on  the  ground  with  indignation ) the  preparation 
for  the  feaf  is  interrupted  by  lofty  and  folemn  mufick 
from  above , whence  the  fecond  attendant  Spirit  defends 
gradually  in  a fplendid  machine , repeating  the  following 
lines. 

Second  Spirit  fpeaks . 

From  the  realms  of  peace  above. 

From  the  fource  of  heav’nly  love. 

From  the  Parry  throne  o fjove. 

Where  tuneful  mufes,  in  a glitt’ring  ring. 

To  the  celeftial  lyre’s  eternal  firing, 

Patient  Virtue’s  triumph  ling  : 

To  thefe  dim  labyrinths,  where  mortals  Pray, 

Maz’d  in  paflion’s  pathlefs  way. 

To  fave  thy  purer  bread:  from  fpot  and  blame 
Thy  guardian  fpirit  came. 


[. He  advances  to  the  Lady , and  fings , remaining  f ill  in - 
vifible  to  Comus  and  his  crew , but  heard  by  them  with 
feme  concern , which  they  endeavour  to  diffemble . 


SONG. 

1 * 


i. 

Nor  on  beds  of  fading  flowers , 
Shedding  Joon  their  gaudy  pride  ; 
Nor  with  fwains  in  Syren  bowers 5 
Will  true  pleafure  long  reflde. 
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On  awful  virtue’s  hill  fuhlime , 

Enthroned  fits  th ’ immortal  fair  ; 

/T/w  lu/wr  her  height , muft  patient  climb y 
The  jleps  are  perils  toil  and  care. 

So  from  the  frjl  did  Jove  ordain , 

Eternal  blifs  for  tranfient  pain. 

[The  Spirit  reafcends , the  muftck  playing 
loud  and  folemn . 

Lady. 

Thanks,  heav’nly  fongfter*  whofoe’er  thou  art. 

Who  deign’fl  to  enter  thefe  unhallow’d  walls 
To  bring  the  fong  of  Virtue  to  mine  ear  ! 

O ceafe  not,  ceafe  not  the  melodious  ftrain. 

Til!  my  rapt  foul  high  cn  the  fwelling  note 
To  heav’n  afcend far  from  thefe  horrid  fiends  ? 

Comus. 

Mere  airy  dreams  of  air-bred  people  thefe  \ 

Who  look  with  envy  on  more  happy  man. 

And  wou’d  decry  the  joys  they  cannot  tafte. 

Quit  not  the  fubftance  for  a ftalking  fhade 
Of  hollow  Virtue,  which  eludes  the  grafp. 

Drink  this,  and  you  will  fcorn  fuch  idle  tales. 

4 % 

t 

[He  offers  the  cnp , which  jhe  puts  by , and 

attempts  to  rife . 

Nay,  lady,  fit;  if  I but  wave  this  wand, 

Your  nerves  are  all  bound  up  in  alabafter. 

And  you  a flatue  ; or,  as  Daphne  was, 

Root-  bound,  that  fled  Apollo . 


Lady. 
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Lady. 

Fool,  do  not  boaft  ; 

Thou  can’d  not  touch  the  freedom  of  my  mind 
With  all  thy  charms,  altho’  this  corp’ral  rind 
Thou  haft  immanacl’d,  while  heav’n  fees  good. 

Comus. 

Why  are  you  vex’d,  lady?  why  do  you  frown? 

Here  dwell  no  frowns  nor  anger ; from  thefe  gates 
Sorrow  flies  far.  See,  here  be  all  the  pleafures 
That  fancy  can  beget  on  youthful  thoughts, 

When  the  frefh  blood  grows  lively,  and  returns 
Brifk  as  the  April  buds  in  primrofe  feafbrf!. 

And  flrft  behold  this  cordial  julep  here, 

T hat  flames  and  dances  in  his  cryftal  bounds, 

With  fpirits  of  balm  and  fragrant  fyrups  mix’d. 

Not  that  Nepenthes , which  the  wife  of  Thone 
In  /Egypt  gave  to  Jove- born  Helena , 

Is  of  Inch  pow’r  to  dir  up  joy,  as  this. 

To  life  fo  friendly,  or  fo  cool  to  third. 

Lady. 

Know,  bafe  deluder,  that  I will  not  tade  it. 

Keep  thy  deteded  gifts  for  fuch  as  thefe. 

[Points  to  bis  crewt 

Comus. 

Why  fhou'd  you  be  fo  cruel  to  yourfelf. 

And  to  thofe  dainty  limbs,  which  nature  lent 
For  gentle  ufage  and  foft  delicacy? 

C?  O j 

But  you  invert  the  covenants  of  her  trud. 

And  hardily  deal,  like  an  ill  borrower. 

With  that  which  you  receiv’d  on  other  terms. 

Scorning  the  unexempt  condition. 

By  which  all  human  frailty  mud  fub fid, 

Rcfrcfhmcnt  after  toil,  cafe  after  pain  ; 

That  have  been  tir'd  all  day  without  repad, 


And 
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And  timely  reft  have  wanted,  But,  fair  virgin, 

This  will  reftore  all  foon.  : 

Lady. 

’Twill  not,  falfe  traitor! 

'Twill  not  reftore  the  truth  and  honefty, 

T hat  thou  haft  banifh’d  from  thy  tongue  with  lies. 

Was  this  the  cottage,  and  the  fafe  abode 

Thou  told’ft  me  of?  Hence  with  thy  brew’d  enchantments* 

Haft  thou  betray’d  my  credulous  innocence 

With  vizor’d  falfhood,  and  bafe  forgery  ? 

And  would’ft  thou  feek  again  to  trap  me  here 
With  lick’rifh  baits,  fit  to  enfnare  a brute? 

Were  it  a draught  for  Juno  when  (he  banquets, 

I wou’d  not  tafte  thy  treas’nous  offer — None,  , 

But  fuch  as  are  good  men,  can  give  good  things. 

And  that  which  is  not  good  is  not  delicious 
To  a well-govern’d  and  wife  appetite. 

Comus. 

O,  foolifhnefs  of  men  ! that  lend  their  ears 
To  thofe  budge  doctors  of  the  Stoic  fur. 

And  fetch  their  precepts  from  the  Cynic  tub, 

Praifing  the  lean  and  fallow  Abftinence. 

Wherefore  did  nature  pour  her  bounties  forth 
With  fuch  a full  and  unwithdrawing  hand 
Cov’ring  the  earth  with  odours,  fruits,  and  flocks, 
Thronging  the  feas  with  fpawn  innumerable, 

But  all  to  pleafe  and  fate  the  curious  tafte  ? 

And  fet  to  work  millions  of  fpinning  worms, 

That  in  their  green  lhops  weave  the  fmooth-hajr’d  filkj> 

To  deck  her  fons  ; and,  that  no  corner  might 
Be  vacant  of  her  plenty,  in  her  own  loins 
She  hutch’d  th’  all-worfhip’d  ore,  and  precious  gems 
To  ftore  her  children  with;  if  all  the  world 
Should  in  a pet  of  temp’rance  feed  on  pulfe, 

Drink  the  clear  ftream,  and  nothing  wear  but  frize, 

G Th’  All- 
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Th’  All-giver  would  be  unthank’d,  wou’d  be  unprais’d. 
Not  half  his  riches  known,  and  yet  defpis’d, 

And  we  fhould  ferve  him  as  a grudging  mafter. 

As  a penurious  niggard  of  his  wealth, 

And  live  like  nature’s  baftards,  not  her  Tons; 

Who  would  be  quite  furcharg’d  with  her  own  weight, 
And  firangled  with  her  wafle  fertility. 


Lady. 


I had  not  thought  to  have  unlock’d  my  lips 
In  this  unhallow’d  air,  but  that  this  juggler 
Wou’d  think  to  charm  my  judgment,  as  mine  eyes, 
Obtruding  falfe  rules,  prank’d  in  reafon’s  garb. 

1 hate  when  Vice  can  bolt  her  arguments, 

And  Virtue  has  no  tongue  to  check  her  pride. 
Impoftor,  jdo  not  charge  moft  innocent  nature, 

As  if  {he  would  her  children  fhould  be  riotous 
With  her  abundance.  She,  good  caterefs. 

Means  her  provifion  only  to  the  good. 

That  live  according  to  her  fober  laws. 

And  holy  didlate  of  fpare  Temperance. 

If  ev’ry  juft  man,  that  now  pines  with  want. 

Had  but  a mod’rate  and  befeeming  (hare 
Of  that  which  lewdly-pamper’d  Luxury 
Now  heaps  upon  fome  few  with  vaft  excefs. 
Nature’s  full  bleflings  would  be  well  difpens’d 
In  unfuperfluous  even  proportion  ; 

And  fhe  no  whit  encumber’d  with  her  ftore  ; 

And  then  the  giver  wou’d  be  better  thank’d. 

His  praife  due  paid.  For  fwinifh  Gluttony 
Ne’er  looks  to  heav’n  amid’ft  his  gorgeous  feaft, 

But  with  befotted  bafe  ingratitude 

Crams,  and  blafphemes  his  feeder.  Shall  I go  on  ? 

Or  have  I faid  enough  ? 


t 
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Com  us. 

Enough  to  {hew 

That  you  are  cheated  by  the  lying  boafts 
Of  ftarving  pedants,  that  affedt  a fame 
From  fcoming  pleafures,  which  they  cannot  reach. 

Euphrosyne  fmgs . 

-I. 

Preach  not  me  your  rnujly  rules , 

Te  drones  that  mould  in  idle  cell ; 

The  heart  is  wifer  than  the  fc bools , 

The  fenfes  always  reafcn  well . 

X.  \ , \ t ,t  . * t • f ■ 
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If  Jhort  my  /pan,  I lefs  can  /pare 
To  pafs  a Jingle  pleafure  by  , 

An  hour  is  long , if  lojl  in  care  ; 

They  only  live , who  life  enjoy. 

Comus. 

Thefe  are  the  maxims  of  the  truly  wife, 

V 

Of  fuch  as  pradtife  what  they  preach  to  others. 

Here  are  no  hypocrites,  no  grave  diflemblers  ; 

Nor  pining  grief,  nor  eating  cares  approach  us. 

Nor  fighs,  nor  murmurs --—but  of  gentle  Love, 

Whofe  woes  delight : What  muft  his  pleafures  then  ? 

Euphrosyne  fmgs. 

Te  Fauns,  and  ye  Dryads,  from  hill , dale,  and  grove , 
Trip , trip  it  along , conducted  by  Love  $ 

Swiftly  refort  to  Comus’  gay  court , 

And  in  various  meafures  Jhew  Love’s  various  fport, 

G 2 Enter 
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Enter  the  Fauns  and  Dryads,  and  attend  to  the  following 
directions.  The  tune  is  flay'd  a Jecond  time , to  which 
they  dance . 

Now  lighter  and  gayer , ye  tinkling  f rings,  found ; 

Light , //£/&*  in  the  air , y*  nimble  nymphs , hound. 

Now,  now  with  quick  feet  the  ground  heat , heat,  beat  } 

AW  quick  feet  the  ground  heat,  beat,  heat , &c. 

AW  cold  and  denying , 

Ar<?w  iiW  and  complying , 

Confenting , repenting , 

Difdainingy  complaining. 

Indifference  new  feigning. 

Again  with  quick  feet  the  ground  beat,  beat,  heat. 

[Exeunt  dancers , 

« »4  ' r ' . \ ■ * *. 

Com  us. 

Lift,  lady,  be  not  coy,  and  be  not  cozen’d 
With  that  fame  vaunted  name  Virginity . 

Beauty  is  nature’s  coin,  muft  not  be  hoarded. 

But  muft  be  current,  and  the  good  thereof 
Confifts  in  mutual  and  partaken  blifc, 

Unfavory  in  th’  enjoyment  of  itfelf : 

If  you  let  flip  time,  like  a negle&ed  rofe, 

It  withers  on  the  ftalk  with  languifh’d  head. 

Beauty  is  nature’s  brag,  and  muft  be  fhown 
In  courts,  at  feafts,  and  high  folemnities, 

Where  moft  may  wonder  at  the  workmanfhip* 

It  is  for  homely  features  to  keep  home, 

They  had  their  name  thence  : Coa#fe  complexions. 

And  cheeks  of  forry  grain,  will  ferve  to  ply 
The  [ampler,  and  to  teaze  the  houfewife’s  wool. 

What  need  a vermeil-tinQur’d  lip  for  that. 

Love-darting  eyes,  or  trefles  like  the  morn  ? 
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There  was  another  meaning  in  thefe  gifts ; 

Think  what,  and  be  advis’d  : you  are  but  young  yet ; 
This  will  inform  you  foon. 

Lady. 

• •"-«*'  * £ 

To  him  that  dares 

• t - 

Arm  his  profane  tongue  with  contemptuous  words 
Againft  the  fun- clad  power  of  Ohaftity, 

Fain  wou’d  I fomething  fay,  yet  to  what  purpofe  ? 

Thou  haft  no  ear,  nor  foul  to  apprehend ; 

And  thou  art  worthy  that  thou  (hould’ft  not  know 
More  happinefs  than  this  thy  prefent  lot. 

Enjoy  your  dear  wit,  and  gay  rhetorick. 

That  has  fo  well  been  taught  her  dazling  fence : 

Thou  art  not  lit  to  hear  thyfelf  convinc’d  j 
Yet  Ihould  I try,  the  uncontroled  worth 
Of  this  pure  caufe  would  kindle  my  rapt  fpirits 
To  fuch  a flame  of  facred  vehemence, 

That  dumb  things  would  be  mov’d  to  fympathize. 

And  the  brute  earth  would  lend  her  nerves,  and  fhake. 
Till  all  thy  magick  ftrudiures,  rear’d  fo  high. 

Were  (hatter’ d into  heaps  o’er  thy  falfe  head. 

• *>  * 9 • • t 
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COMUS. 

She  fables  not,  I feel  that  I do  fear 
Her  words  fet  off  by  fome  fuperior  pow’r ; 

And  tho’  not  mortal,  yet  a cold  (hudd’ring  dew. 

Dips  me  all  o’er,  as  when  the  wrath  of  Jove 
Speaks  thunder  and  the  chains  of  Erebus 
To  fome  of  Saturn's  crew.  I muft  diffemble. 

And  try  her  yet  more  ftrongly — Come.,  no  more. 

This  is  meer  moral  babble,  and  diretl: 

Againft  the  cannon  laws  of  our  foundation  ; 

I muft  not  fuffer  this,  yet  ’tis  but  the  lees 
And  fettlings  of  a melancholy  blood  ; 

But  this  will  cure  .all  ftreight,  one  lip  of  this 
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Will  bathe  the  drooping  fpirits  in  delight. 

Beyond  the  blifs  of  dreams.  Be  wife,  and  tafte.  - ■ - 

* I • i ; w t 4 

V 

[The  Brothers  rujh  in  with  fwords  drawn , wrejl  the  glafs 
out  of  his  hand , and  break  it  againfl  the  ground 
rout  makes  figns  of  refftance , but  are  all  driven  in . 

Enter  the  Firfl  Spirit. 

«* 

What,  have  you  let  the  falfe  enchanter  fcape  ? 

0 ! ye  miftook,  you  fhould  have  fnatch’d  his  wand. 

And  bound  him  faft : without  his  rod  revers’d. 

And  backward  mutters  of  diflev’ring  pow’r. 

We  cannot  free  the  lady,  that  fits  here 
In  ftony  fetters  fix’d,  and  motionlefs. 

Yet  flay,  be  not  difturb’d  ; now  I bethink  me. 

Some  other  means  I have,  which  may  be  us’d. 

Which  once  of  Melibccus  old  I learn’d. 

The  footheft  fhepherd  that  e’er  pip*d  on  plains  : 

1 learn’d  ’em  then  when  with  my  fellow  Twain, 

The  youthful  Lycidas , his  flocks  I fed. 

' ■ 

There  is  a gentle  nymph  not  far  from  hence. 

That  with  moift  curb  fways  the  fmooth  Severn  ftreain, 
Sabrina  is  her  name,  a virgin  pure  : 

And,  as  the  old  fwain  faid,  {he  can  unlock 
The  clafping  charm,  and  thaw  the  numbing  fpell. 

If  (he  be  right  invok’d  in  warbled  fong ; 

For  maidenhood  {he  loves,  and  will  be  fwift 
To  aid  a virgin,  fuch  as  was  herfelf. 

And  fee  the  fwain  himfelf  in  feafon  comes. 

j Enter  the  fecond  Spirit. 

. •>  ♦ <♦,  . 
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Hafte,  Lycidas , and  try  the  tuneful  ftrain. 

Which  from  her  bed  the  fair  Sabrina  calls. 


SONG. 
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SONG.  By  a third  Spirit. 

t v i ^ 

Sabrina  fair , 

Liflen  where  thou  art  fitting 
Under  the  glaffy  cool , tranfucent  wave , 

In  twijled  hr  aids  of  lillies  knitting 
The  loofe  train  of  thy  amber-dropping  hair  ; 
Liflen  for  dear  honour's  fake . 

Goddefs  of  the  filver  lake , 

Liflen  and  fave . 

[Sabrina  rifes>  attended  by  Water-nymphs^ 

• t * . t > 

By  the  rufhy-fringcd  bank , 

Where  grows  the  willow  and  the  ofier  danky 
My  fiding  chariot  flays , 

Thick  fet  u nth  agaty  and  the  azure  Jheen 
Oft  Turkis  blue^  and  errirald greeny 
That  in  the  channel  fir  ays  ; 

Whilft  from  off  the  waters  fleet 
Thus  I fet  my  printlefs  feet 
O'er  the  cowflip's  velvet  head? 

That  bends  not  as  / tread  • 

Gentle  fwain , at  thy  requefly 
I am  here . 

t ■ . . i. 

RECITATIVO. 

. * 1 4 14  S> 

Third  Spirit. 

Goddefs  deary 

We  implore  thy  powerful  hand 
To  undo  the  charmed  band 

Of  true  virgin  here  diflreff  d% 

Lhro 9 the  force  and  thro 9 the  wile , 

Of  unblefs  d enchanter  vile , 
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Sabrina.  -t 

1 

Sb  phercly  ’tis  my  office  beji 
T o help  enfnared  chafity  : 

Bright  ff  ladyy  look  on  me  ; 

Tlous  1 Jprinkle  on  thy  breaf 
Drops , that  from  my  fountain  pure 
I have  k.pty  of  precious  cure  f 
Thrice  upon  thy  finger’s  tip , 

Thrice  upon  thy  ruby  d lip  ; • 

Next  this  marble  veno?n  d featy 
Smear'd  with  gums  of  glutinous  heat , 

1 touch  with  chafe  palms  moift  and  cold  : 
Now  the fpell  hath  If  his  hold ; 

And  l mufi  hafiey  ere  morning- hour , 

To  wait  in  Amphitrite’r  bower . 
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Sabrina  defends , and  the  Lady,  rifes  out  of  her  feat 
the  Brothers  embrace  her  tenderly. 
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Eldfi  Brother. 

I oft  had  heard,  but  ne’er  believ’d  till  now. 
There  are,  who  can  by  potent  magick  fpells 
Bend  to  their  crooked  purpofe  nature’s  laws, 

i X s,  ■ 

Blot  the  fair  moon  from  her  refplendent  orb. 

Bid  whirling  planets  (top  their  deftin’d  courfe. 
And  thro’  the  yawning  earth  from  Stygian  gloom 
Call  up  the  meagre  ghoft  to  walks  of  light : 

It  may  be  fo, for  fome  myfterious  end  [ 

Yet  (fill  the  freedom  of  the  mind,  you  fee, 

No  fpell  can  reach  ; that  righteous Jove  forbids, 
Left  man  fhould  call  his  frail  divinity 
The  (lave  ©f  evil,  or  the  fport  of  chance. 
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Youngef  BROTHER. 

Why  did  I doubt  ? Why  tempt  the  wrath  of  heav’n 
To  (hed  juft  vengeance  on  my  weak  diftruft  ? 

Here  fpotlefs  innocence  has  found  relief, 

By  means  as  wond’rous  as  her  ftrange  diftrefs. 

Inform  us,  Thyrfs , if  for  this  thine  aid 
W e aught  can  pay,  that  equals  thy  defert  ? 

Firft  Spirit. 

Pay  it  to  heaven,  that  lent  you  grace 
To  efcape  this  curfed  place; 

Tt  o heaven,  that  here  has  try ’d  your  youth. 

Your  faith,  your  patience,  and  your  truth. 

And  fentyou  thro’  thefe  hard  eflays 
With  a crown  of  deatfftefs  praife. 

[Then  the  two  firft  Spirits  advance  and  j 'peak  alter - 
nately  the  following  lines , which  MlLTON  calls 
Epiloguizing. 

To  the  ocean  now  I fly. 

And  thofe  happy  climes  that  lye 
Where  day  never  (huts  his  eye. 

Up  in  the  broad  fields  of  the  fky  ; 

There  I fuck  the  liquid  air, 

All  amidft  the  gardens  fair 
Of  Hef^ crus , and  his  Daughters  three. 

That  fing  about  the  golden  tree. 

Along  the  crifped  (hades  and  bowers 
Revels  the  fpruce  and  jocund  Spring  ; 

The  Graces  and  the  rofy-bofom’d  Hours 
Thither  all  their  bounties  bring ; 

There  eternal  Summer  dwells, 

And  weft-winds  with  mufky  wing 
About  the  cedai’n  alleys  fling 
Hard  and  Caff  a*  s balmly  fmells. 
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Now  my  talk  is  fmoothly  done, 
I can  fly,  or  I can  run 


Quickly  to  the  green  earth's  end, 

Where  the  bow’d  welkin  flow  doth  bend 
And  from  thence  can  foar  as  foon 
To  the  corners  of  the  moon. 

Mortals,  that  would  follow  me. 

Love  Virtue , (he  alone  is  free  : 

She  can  teach  you  how  to  climb 
Higher  than  the  fphery  chime  ; 

Or,  if  Virtue  feeble  were. 

Heaven  itfelf  would  ftoop  to  her. 


Chorus/, 


Taught  ly  Virtue , you  may  climb 
Higher  than  the  fphery  chime  ; 
Or,  if  Virtue  feeble  wcre> 
Heaven  itfelf  would  Jlocp  to  her . 
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